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exaggerated, cannot even be described, cannot be
seen in its completeness. It is like a moment in the
history of a tribe's migration when, within sight of
some promised land, the peoples have paused a
while to wait with song, dance and jellied eel, the
judgement of their god.

* It's terrific/ you say as your race-glasses move
over the mass. { There is nothing else like it on
earth.'

4 Isn't it a horrible monster ? 5

e Perhaps ! It is vaguely repellent. It rather
undermines one's faith in democracy ; it is the
essence of all incoherence.5

An old man who says he has witnessed fifty Derbys
chips in with reminiscence :

c It isn't the show it used to be fifty years ago,
when we all came down by road and didn't care
when or how we got home. We were a jollier crowd.
We cared less about the winner than the outing,
I remember Barnum, just over from America,
walking about with Tom Thumb under his arm
draped in a shawl. In those days the Derby was a
great national fair. On the way home there was
dancing on the village greens till late at night, and
the crowds gathered to watch the coaches go by
with their postilions. Many's the time I've seen
King Edward, when he was Prince of Wales, drive
four fine blacks to Epsom and back again. Now^
of course, the motor-car has altered the Derby as
it has altered everything. We seemed happier
people fifty years ago, or it may be that I was young
then. Perhaps that's it!'

I decide to explore the free side of the course in
the hope that the monster is more human at close
quarters.